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If I ever get out of this, I might get over, if there
was no chance of getting you across to Ireland.
I had been thinking of going to Bella ; it's so lovely
there. Couldn't you come too ? I'm sure she'd love
to see you and I could look after your food, but they
have lots of hens and garden things. Glendalough
is close and it's so beautiful. The lake is grand and
then the sun most obligingly sets in the right place
and the ruins are awfully attractive.
One place I always long to bring you to is New
Grange, near Drogheda — it's most inspiring. A
great mound as big as Lissadell House: you go in
by a narrow passage and come to a huge chamber:
great pillar stones roofed over with slabs—flat. Here
and there dim chisellings are to be seen—circles and
spirals. It's like something out of a dream. No one
knows its history.
Norah Connolly just been again. She is going to
write to you about publishers in America, and says
that you would do better with a more regular pub-
lisher than my friend, who is more of a printer, who
publishes occasionally.
You will see that Liberty Hall is raided and that
they have arrested the caretaker! I simply yelled
when I read it. Do you remember how someone
carried off his wife's photo ? You got it in the end—
and another English soldier stole his dog. I think
that the police must have brought the gun in with
them. They are very given to that sort of trick, and
I know that the Committee would have made a row
if anyone had brought in a gun.
Did you ever read a book called Human Nature and
Politics? It is awfully interesting—by Graham
Wallas. Every would-be leader of Revolution should
read it. It is the sort of thing that comes instinctively
in Ireland, and though we never philosophise about

